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God made a little Gentian―
It tried― to be a Rose―
And failed― and all the Summer laughed―
But just before the Snows
There rose a Purple Creature―
That ravished all the Hill―
And Summer hid her Forehead―
And Mockery― was still―
The Frosts were her condition―
The Tyrian would not come
Until the North― invoke it―








































He is isolated among his contemporaries by truth and by his art, but
with this consolation in his pursuits, that they will draw all men








I taste a liquor never brewed―
From Tankards scooped in Pearl―
Not all the Frankfort Berries
Yield such an Alcohol!
Inebriate of air― am I―
And Debauchee of Dew―
Reeling― thro' endless summer days―
From inns of molten Blue―
When“Landlords”turn the drunken Bee
Out of the Foxglove's door―
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When Butterflies― renounce their“drams”―
I shall but drink the more!
Till Seraphs swing their snowy Hats―
And Saints― to windows run―
To see the little Tippler
Leaning against the― Sun! （Fr-207, J-214）（12）












Bring me wine, but wine which never grew
In the belly of the grape,
［………………………………］
Wine which Music is,―
Music and wine are one,―
That I, drinking this,
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Shall hear far Chaos talk with me ;
［………………………………］
Pour, Bacchus! the remembering wine ;






The poet knows［・・・］the ancients were wont to express themselves,


















They shut me up in Prose―
As when a little Girl
They put me in the Closet―
Because they liked me“still”―
Still! Could themself have peeped―
And seen my Brain― go round―
They might as wise have lodged a Bird
For Treason― in the Pound―
Himself has but to will
And easy as a Star
Look down opon Captivity―






















Every thought is also a prison ; every heaven is also a prison. There-
fore we love the poet, the inventor, who in any form, whether in an
ode or in an action or in looks and behavior, has yielded us a new



























From Cocoon forth a Butterfly
As Lady from her Door
Emerged― a Summer Afternoon―
Repairing Everywhere―
Without Design― that I could trace





Till Sundown crept― a steady Tide―
And Men that made the Hey―
And Afternoon― and Butterfly―









My Cocoon tightens― Colors teaze―
I'm feeling for the Air―
A dim capacity for Wings
Demeans the Dress I wear―
A power of Butterfly must be―
The Aptitude to fly
Meadows of Majesty concedes
And easy Sweeps of Sky―
So I must baffle at the Hint
And cipher at the Sign
And make much blunder, if at last





























Because he travels freely
And wears a proper coat
The circumspect are certain
That he is dissolute
Had he the homely scutcheon
Of modest Industry
'Twere fitter certifying































Thine emulous fond flowers are dead, too,
And the daft sun-assaulter, he
That frighted thee so oft, is fled or dead :
Save only me
（Nor is it sad to thee!）―
Save only me
There is none left to mourn thee in the fields.
［………………………………］
I found that wing broken today!
For thou art dead, I said,
And the strange birds say.

















The Butterfly upon the Sky
That does'nt know it's Name
And has'nt any Tax to pay
And has'nt any Home
Is just as high as you and I,
And higher, I believe,
So soar away and never sigh










The Butterfly in honored Dust
Assuredly will lie
But none will pass the Catacomb



























The Martyr Poets― did not tell―
But wrought their Pang in syllable―
That when their mortal name be numb―
Their mortal fate― encourage Some―
The Martyr Painters― never spoke―
Bequeathing― rather― to their Work―
That when their conscious fingers cease―














The painter, the sculptor, the composer, the epic rhapsodist, the ora-
tor, all partake one desire, namely to express themselves symmetri-




The sign and credentials of the poet are that he announces that
which no man foretold. He is the true and only doctor ; he knows and
tells ; he is the only teller of news, for he was present and privy to















Speech is one symptom of affection
And Silence one―
The perfectest communication
Is heard of none
Exists and it's indorsement
Is had within―
Behold said the Apostle











A Word dropped careless on a Page
May stimulate an Eye
When folded in perpetual seam
The Wrinkled Maker lie
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Infection in the sentence breeds
And we inhale Despair
At distances of Centuries
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